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" No," I said. " I'm afraid we must go straight to
Rumm to send a wireless message."

" Kefak," he said miserably.   "As you will."

He sang no more, and wrapped his head-cloth across
his face so that only his eyes were visible, which glared
at me reproachfully. Half an hour later he broke his
silence.

"Bek?"

"Yes."

" Ana awzha. I need my wife this evening. I need
her badly."

"Look, Sudan," I said. "We must reach Rumm
to-night, however late we ride. But I will make you
a promise. The first trip I make from Rumm will be
to your tent."

"To-night."

" Not to-night.   To-night Rumm.   But later."

It was twilight as we entered the stark valley. Sudan
was delighted with the echo.

" Ya Bek ! " he would shout.

" Ya Bek ! " the dark cliffs answered him.

" You must answer ' Yes ' when I say ' Ya Bek/ "
he said. '' That makes it better/'

Thus we shouted our way along the valley between
the two gaunt ridges of rock towering above us. Soon
darkness fell, and the awe of the place made us silent.
I urged poor Ashwa forward. At last, like a phantom
in a dream, the ramparts of the fort gleamed through
the darkness ahead of us. I can vaguely remember
being given tea and food, and being taken to my
roon